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Summary: Noble Six and SPARTAN-II M-088 fought, and lost, to defend 
Reach. But that wasn't the end of their tale. Ressurrected by an 
unknown force, they have to make a simple choice: will they fight or 
die? 


1. Author's Note 

**Author's Note: From the ashes this story will rise as a phoenix 
shall rise as well. Once great and majestic, now pitiful and 
withered. But as the cycle goes on, shall this story.** 


2 . Fall of Reach 

**Author's Note: And this story, as a phoenix, must die before being 
reinvigorated once more. From the ashes of the old story, the new 
phoenix lets out a pitiful chirp as it blinks upon seeing the harsh 
sunlight once more.** 

**Reviews from the change:** 

**Electuroo, Brandon Vortex, NFS DUDE 13, Guest, Affinity Seven: The 
reason why is that I honestly got tired of the old H:FE. In my 
opinion, I had slammed into a dead end with a Warthog and couldn't 
reverse, so I rewrote it.** 

"I didn't make it." SPARTAN-II M-088 commented as he watched a UNSC 
ship, _Pillar of Autumn_, lift off from its position in the shipyard. 
"And apparently she didn't as well." He added as the grey armored 
SPARTAN-II I stood next to an AA cannon. 

While watching the ship, he noticed a Pelican slip into one of the 
hangers . 


"Cortana is secure then." He grunted, before turning to face a 



desparing sight. What was coming towards him and the SPARTAN-III was 
a Covenant force rivialing the Red Army of WWII. He knew that there 
were more all across Reach, including in the space surrounding the 
planet. All he could hope was that the _Pillar of Autumn_ would make 
it into Slipspace without being destroyed. 

Humanity's survival was out of his hands, and in the hands of another 
SPARTAN- I I now. 

"God speed, John." He sighed, before slipping down the hill to meet 
the Covenant head on. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Noble Six dropped her salute as the Pelican made it into the 
massive ship.<p> 

"Good luck, sir." She said to herself, turning to her left and 
hefting her M5AB, checking the remaining bullets in the magazine. 
"You'll need it." She added as she jumped from platform to platform, 
before landing on the ground with a roll. After making sure the SRS99 
was still secure on her back, she ran forward, heading straight 
towards an elite who got a little too impatient for blood. 

A few quick bursts tore down his shields, while the next burst burst 
into his face and neck, causing him to skid to a stop face down, 
purple blood leaking from the bullet wounds. The rest of his squad 
roared in fury, rushing towards the SPARTAN in hopes of taking her 
down through swarming her. 

She was able to take down another three elites before being forced to 
back up and reload. As she slid a new mag into the assault rifle, two 
gunshots sounded out in rapid succession and the last elite fell to 
the ground, a bullet hole in between his eyes oozing blood and 
brains . 

"Saw that you could use a hand." A gruff voice said as another 
SPARTAN jogged up next to her. "We've got about fifteen seconds 
before the rest of them get here." He added as he bent down and 
collected an energy sword, briefly inspecting it before placing the 
deactivated hilt on his left hip. 

"What's your designation?" Noble Six asked as she picked up an energy 
sword of her own. 

"M-088." He said. "Last of Yellow Team. The other survivor was on the 
Autumn . " 

"B-312, Noble Six." She replied, noting that M-088 was missing an 
arm. "What happened there?" 

"Elite on Harvest." He answered, flexing the robotic fingers before 
holding his fake hand out. They shook, right before the larger 
SPARTAN grunted a bit. "Let's get rolling, shall we?" 

Noble Six smiled a bit behind her helmet and nodded, both of them 
charging towards the enemy with twin yells. 



><p>Noble Six and M-088 were... rather savage against the Covenant 
that were fighting against them. Due to M-088 's precise firing and 
Six's suppresive fire, the two were able to cut a large line into the 
Covenant's ground forces while using whatever armor abilities they 
had to keep from getting blown up by Wraiths and Banshees. <p> 

"I need a mag!" Six shouted, causing the other SPARTAN to quickly pat 
around his armor. 

"I'm using the last one I had!" He shouted back, smashing the butt of 
his DMR into the face of an elite, before putting a bullet through 
his throat. "Here!" He took a moment to pull his shotgun off of his 
back and toss it to her. She deftly caught it and pumped it in one 
motion, dropping her MA5B so she could blast a hole into the chest of 
another elite. 

"Thanks!" She called out. "I'll need some ammo for this thing!" After 
a moment, she caught a belt of ammunition while dodging flying 
plasma . 

"I'm out of ammo!" M-088 suddenly called out, dropping his DMR in 
favor of using his backup weapons: the energy sword that he picked up 
a few hours ago, alongside his M6C magnum. 

"Getting close to that point myself!" Six called back. A second 
later, a scorching pain erupted from her abdomen, causing her to drop 
the shotgun in shock. Erupting from her chest was the blade of an 
elite's energy sword, the Shangheili having snuck behind them in the 
chaos of the firefight. 

"Shit!" The other SPARTAN swore, dropping the elite's shields before 
sending the last bullet in his pistol through the alien's eye. The 
pair crumpled to the ground. Six feebly moving despite taking enough 
damage to make a marine go unconscious. 

"Fuck me..." She groaned, pulling off her helmet. "I'm not getting 
out of this, 88." She glanced over at the SPARTAN who was kneeling 
next to her. 

"I know." He sighed, not looking at her. "But I'm not letting them 
get to your body without going through me first." He added, pulling 
his helmet off as well to bare his teeth at the hesitantly advancing 
grunts. The elites had decided to hang back after Noble Six went 
down, to see how well 088 would fight alone. "Come get some, mother 
fuckers!" M-088 snarled. 

That had sent the grunts into hysterics, much to the elites' 
displeasure. They yelled something in their native language at them, 
not noticing that the SPARTAN-II had already started his own 
attack . 

"Motherfuckers will pay for taking Reach!" He shouted, decapitating a 
few Uggnoy in the span of three seconds. 

"Kill him!" A Zealot shouted in the guttorial way that they speak 
english . 

" Pick dich, schwien!" 088 shouted back, punching an elite in the 
face before bisecting him. Due to the fury of his swings and the fact 
that he was constantly in close proximity to at least one of them. 



the elites couldn't get off a shot without hitting one of their own. 
And the Uggnoy had aleady fled, so they were of no help. 


_I may actually get out of this alive. _ The SPARTAN thought as he cut 
through one of the remaining elite's shields. But, a searing pain in 
his chest and the remains of a plasma trail proved that thought to be 
wrong . 

Undeterred from the mortal injury, he still fought on, knowing that 
he wouldn't make it at this point so he wasn't holding anything back. 
The last thing that he saw was a brief flash from another plasma 
trail barreling towards his face, and then everything went dark. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>ls... This heaven?<em> All Noble Six could hear was the 
sounds of wind, and she saw dust flying past her. _If it was, then 
why am I still in my armor?_ She could feel the very familiar weight 
of the half-ton equipment encasing her body. 

"Fuck..." A male voice caused her to slowly sit up, body aching in 
protest. Roughly fifteen yards away and half buried under dirt was 
M-088, rubbing his helmet. "Where the hell am I?" She took a moment 
to look around the immediate area. 

"I don't know." She answered, noticing that her helmet was at her 
feet. "Looks to be badlands, from the fact that nothing's growing 
besides a few shrubs." As she slipped her helmet on, M-088 sat up as 
well . 

"If this is Purgatory, then why the hell are we in our verdammt 
suits? I took my helmet off before dying." He questioned, shortly 
getting to his feet. Taking a look around the dry and barren 
landscape, he didn't notice anything save for a few rocky 
outcroppings. Shaking his head, he patted down his body and was 
shocked to find that he had his weapons on him. Glancing at Noble, 
she had somehow gotten ammunition for her MA5B and SRS99, though they 
were lying a few inches to her right. 

His shotgun and DMR were magnetically locked to his back in an X 
pattern, confusing him a bit more. He knew for a fact that he had 
given her his shotgun before she died, so why did he have 
it? 


"What?" She questioned. Without a word, he nodded to the rifles 
laying next to her, before detatching his DMR and turning 
around . 

"We need to find some sort of civilization, if we aren't somehow 
dead." He stated. "See if there are any others here." 

"Right." She pushed herself to her feet and took a moment to collect 
her weapons, deciding to carry her MA5B on her back. With her sniper 
rifle in a low ready position, she jogged a bit to catch up with the 
older SPARTAN. "We heading North?" 

"Correct." He nodded a bit. "It's just a gut instinct, but I believe 
that we'll find civilization that way." SPARTANs were taught to trust 
gut instinct, so Noble Six didn't say anything. Gut instinct often 
meant the difference between life and death. 



><p>"So, tell me a bit about yourself." Six said while the pair moved 
at a brisk walk through the windy badlands. Dust kicked up all around 
them, somewhat obscuring their vision. <p> 

"What do you want to know?" 088 asked as he stepped over a small 
ditch that led to nowhere. 

"What should I call you? Besides your designation." He was silent for 
a moment, before mentally shrugging; it wouldn't kill him if she knew 
his name, or what was left of it after he was kidnapped. 

"Mark." He said. "I don't remember what my last name was, but at this 
point it doesn't matter. Family's been dead for thirty years." 

"My condolences, then." Six said. "I was orphaned as well." 

"Then we're not alone." Mark said, before pausing and holding up his 
metallic fist. Six instantly stopped and dropped to a crouch. "Give 
me your rifle for a second, I need to check something out." She 
handed the rifle over barrel first, which he took and moved about a 
dozen feet forward. 

Deploying the bipod and resting the entire rifle on the ground, Mark 
got onto his stomach and peered through the scope, using the zoom 
function to zoom in fully. 

"What do you see?" Six asked, slowly moving up next to him. 

"Small shack, most likely abandoned from the state of it." Mark 
answered after a moment. "The damn dust swirling around is messing 
with the scope a bit, but I don't see any movement." 

"Could be a trap." Six commented. Mark snorted a bit. 

"Most likely." He said, looking up at her. "Nobody's sane enough to 
build a building out here in the middle of a wasteland. Even if it's 
a trap, we won't last a month out here without water." 

"We'll check it out, then." Six pulled her rifle off of the ground 
and put it on her back, favoring her MA5B for the moment. Mark got 
off of the ground without a sound and reclaimed point, deciding to 
continue carrying his DMR in hand. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Stay out here and keep an eye on things." Mark told Six, who 
merely nodded. The larger SPARTAN leaned his DMR against the outer 
wall of the shack and placed the butt of his shotgun to his shoulder. 
"Knock knock!" He called out before putting his foot through the old 
wood and stepping through, completely destroying the rotten 
door . <p> 

"See anything?" Six questioned, leaning in through the new 
portal . 

"Nothin' but a ratty rug." Mark answered after looking around the 
single room again. "Safe, for the most part." Six picked his DMR up 



and entered the shack, before pausing at the rug. 


"There may be a trap door under the rug." She said, before getting 
onto her knees and dragging the cloth away from its old spot, sending 
ages worth of dust into the air. 

"Huh. You were right." Mark said, reaching down and opening the door. 
"Christ that's a long way down." He added after turning on the 
flashlights attached to his helmet. What lay beneath the door was a 
tunnel that was almost vertical, only a small incline signaled that 
somebody could use to get in or out . 

"Should we go down there?" Six questioned. 

"Somebody built this shack for a specific purpose; concealing this 
tunnel." Mark looked at her without moving his head. "Whether they're 
still here or not, it's a better lead than wandering around out 
there . " 

"Alright then." She rolled her shoulders and checked the ammunition 
indicator on her rifle. "I'll take point." Before Mark could say 
anything, she jumped down and instantly started sliding. With a small 
chuckle, Mark slipped in after her. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"So, where were you born?" Mark questioned Six after reaching the 
bottom of what seemed to be an old mineshaft. They had walked forward 
for the past five minutes in complete silence, so the older SPARTAN 
felt it was time to break the silence. <p> 

"Ankara, Luna." Six answered after a moment. 

"A moon girl, huh?" Mark let out a brief chuckle. "I was born on 
Skopje." He shook his head. "Never told where I was born, so I can't 
tell you . " 

"Fair enough." Six said, before pausing. "Did you hear that?" Mark 
stopped as well, staring straight ahead. 

"Yeah." He said, before reaching up and activating his helmet's 
lights. The bright beams penetrated the semi-darkness (to the 
SPARTANS, in reality it was almost pitch black) for about twenty 
yards. But what they could see in the darkness were glowing blue 
eyes, staring at them. 

"I have a bad feeling about this..." Six muttered as buzzing and 
chittering sounds started intensifying. 


3. Hit the Ground, Hell jumper 

**Author's Note: I'm just gonna floor you with this chapter, a bit. 
But I don't care. I like working with more than two 
characters . * * 

**And yeah, with these characters, the 'main' one of the group will 
be in first person. With the SPARTANs, it'll be third 
person . * * 



**Also, the ODST side of this story will go over to FiMFiction as a 
standalone story. And I'm thinking of changing the name of this 
story. How does A Better Tomorrow sound for a 
name?** 

**Reviews : ** 

**Brandon Vortex: Instead of saying that, I enjoy being cryptic and 
fucking with people.** 

**Lone The Dark Hearted Wolf: kek.** 

* *Nightwingl 4 1 : ** 

><strong>Noble Six: What phrase, exact ly?<strong> 

**AK74FU2: Only the upper-class changelings, like Chrysalis, do. 
Drones and other lower-class changelings have solid blue eyes with 
tiny white dots for pupils.** 

**Affinity Seven: Yep.** 

"Prepare to drop. Hell jumpers ! " My CO called out. "Get in your pods 
and get your shit together, we're dropping in one minute!" There was 
a scramble to get to our drop pods before they were ejected. Sliding 
in, I made sure my DMR and SMG were tightly locked into place, and 
closed the pod, sealing me inside. 

"Dropping in T minus ten." Lieutenant Drumms said over the secure 
channel. "Remember to secure the Scorpion as soon as you get out of 
your pods." He added, a few seconds before I felt the pod 
eject . 

"What the hell is thaa€"" Corporal Fudd was cut off as a blinding 
light was able to pierce through my darkened visor, blinding all of 
us . 

"Plasma torpea€"" I tried getting out, but was cut off as everything 
faded away. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"... Up..." A voice fainly called out in the darkness. I groaned, 
trying to ignore it. "Get up!" The voice came in much clearer this 
time, snapping me awake. Standing in front of my drop pod was Lt . 
Drumms, glaring at me through his untinted visor. "That's an 
order ! "<p> 

"Hooah, sir!" I said as loud as I could, but it still came out as a 
croak. Unbuckling myself, I was able to push myself out of the pod 
and nearly fell into the dira€" 

_Wait, dirt? We're supposed to be in New Alexandria !_ I thought, 
catching myself on the side and keeping steady. 

"Any idea where we are. Sergeant?" The Lt questioned, snapping me 
from my thoughts. I looked around the area, hiding a frown behind my 
helmet . 


"No sir, it doesn't look like Earth." I answered. "If we were on the 
African continent, there 'd at least be a few visible structures. 



Nothing in sight except natural formations. And a lot of dirt." Hell 
there 'd be more sand than dirt. 


"I was afraid of that..." He sighed. "C'mon, grab your kit and help 
me get the others out, if they survived the hit." I nodded and 
reached back into the pod, prying my DMR and SMG free of their 
clasps. After attaching the SMG to my thigh, I went around the 
makeshift drop zone and started prying off pod doors, mentally 
ticking off who was alive and who wasn't. 

It was gruelling work as a Sergeant, but somebody had to do it. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"What's the group's condition?" The Lt . questioned me as I walked 
up behind him. I watched him sweep the area with binoculars for a 
moment, before answering . <p> 

"Sanderson and Williams are DOI, Allan has a broken leg and a 
concussion, which Zed is taking care of, and Frank, Chatner, and 
Calvin are covering the left, right, and rear flanks as we speak." I 
answered, clasping my hands behind my back. I didn't see it, but I 
knew that Drumms grimanced behind his visor; becoming a Dead On 
Impact was every ODST ' s nightmare, right on up next to having your 
pod bury itself into the ground, to the point where you had to get 
construction equipment or a SPARTAN to drag it out. Usually, they die 
of axplysation before that can happen. "The Scorpion survived 
completely intact, so we have our MET ready on your command." 

"Take them out of their pods and give 'em a proper burial." He said 
quietly. "They've finished the fight." I nodded and turned around, 
heading over to Allan and Zed to check on them. 

"How' re you doing?" I questioned Allan, crouching down in front of 
him. He chuckled weakly, having depolarized his visor. 

"I've had worse injuries in boot, Sar'nt." He answered. "I'll make 
it." Zed finished with Allan's leg, got up and walked with me over to 
the tombs of the rest of the squad. 

"He's lucky that a broken leg was all he recieved." Zed said in a low 
voice. "Had his pod landed a degree to the left or right, we'd be 
looking at a shattered spine, at best." I nodded silently and 
reopened Sanderson's pod. 

"Could you go and get Williams out?" I asked the medic. "The Lt wants 
them buried before we leave." 

"I'll go and borrow Frank's shovel." Zed nodded and jogged off 
towards the right perimeter, while I gently eased Sanderson's body 
out. For some very odd reason, I felt inclined to sing an old PT 
cadance . 

_"Hell jumper , Helljumper, where you been?_ 

><em>Feet first to hell and back again. <em> 

><em>When I die, please bury me deep.<em> 

><em>Fix an MAS down by my feet.<em> 

><em>Don't cry for me, don't shed no tear.<em> 

><em>Just pack my box with PT gear."<em> 



I was whispering the entire thing so I wouldn't disturb the others 
getting Sanderson out and gently lying him on the ground. 


_"Cuz earlier one morning 'bout zero five._ 

><em>The ground will rumble, there'll be lightning in the sky.<em> 
><em>Don't you worry, don't come undone . <em> 

><em>It's just my ghost on a PT run."<em> With a small frown, I 
slowly collected the munitions from the pod and made a neat pile by 
his feet. Looking over, I saw that Zed was almost done as well. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Hell jumpers, fall in!" The Lt ' s voice suddenly barked out over 
the dry air. Almost instantly, we were standing in a line facing him, 
except for Zed, who was supporting Allan. "Alright, we're moving out 
on the Scorpion at 1800 hours, so get your shit squared away. Before 
you do anything else, finish burying Williams and Sanderson. That'll 
be all. Hell jumpers . " We all gave him a salute and returned to our 
tasks . <p> 

With Williams and Sanderson in their graves. Zed, Frank, Chatner and 
I started piling dirt into the holes. 

"I can't believe they're gone, man." Chatner muttered. 

"It's what comes with the job, sadly." I spoke up. "Some of us never 
get to really fight their last, so it's what we do before we're offed 
that really matters." 

"I know..." He sighed. "It's just... I know that both of them would 
rather go down fighting than in their pods." 

"Don't we all?" I grunted and looked around. "Honestly, I'm surprised 
that nothing's happened yet. Screw it being a jinx, where the hell 
are the local populations? The air is certainly breathable, here at 
least . " 

"Maybe they live underground?" Frank shrugged. "Don't think about it 
too much, sir." I looked down at the graves for a moment, before 
tapping my shovel twice against the lip of Sanderson's grave. 

"You three finish packing up, I want you to be ready to move when I'm 
done." I told them. "I'll finish up here." They nodded and went to 
their pods to collect their gear, while I resumed my task. 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"Who's driving?" Allan questioned as Zed helped him onto one of 
the tracks. <p> 

"Corporal Frank." Lt . Drumms answered. Frank gave him a salute, 
before hopping onto the Scorpion and popping open the canopy. 

"Don't let me get hit by a rocket, will ya?" He said, sliding down 
into the seat and pushing his assault rifle into a clasp. 

"We'll try our best." Chatner chuckled. "No promises, though." Frank 
shot Chatner the one-finger salute before closing the canopy over his 
head, while the rest of us hopped onto the treads and settled in for 



a long ride. 

"Head west. Corporal." Lt . Drumms commanded. After a moment, the 
Scorpion lurched forward, before slowly turning to point 
west . 

Another lurch later and we were off. 


4 . The Hive 
**Reviews : ** 

* *Nightwingl 4 1 : 

><strong>* *Mark : Damn straight.** 

**Affinity Seven: 

><strong>* *Sergeant : Bigger than our pods, and a lot more comfortable 
to sleep in as well.** 

**Brandon Vortex: Sorta.** 

**Author's Note: The story will switch from SPARTANs to ODST every 
other chapter, with Noble Six and Mark getting the odd chapters, 
while our unknown Sergeant and his team get the even ones.** 

"I would hit you for saying that." Mark muttered. "But as it is, a 
single movement could get us swarmed." 

"What do you mean?" Six quietly asked, honestly confused. "Saying 
what ? " 

"The 'bad feeling' thing." Mark hissed. "I've seen _many_ Marines die 
after saying that. It's an omen as bad as they come." It didn't show, 
but Six paled a bit behind her helmet. 

"Right." She stated. Whatever was staring at the two didn't hear 
their quiet conversation, as they were using communicat ion channels 
embedded into their helmets to talk to each other. The buzzing 
intensified to a point where it wasn't able to be dulled down by 
their helmets' noise filters, before suddenly stopping. 

"What's happening?" Mark muttered to himself, making sure the 
microphone wouldn't send it to Six. Truth be told, the SPARTAN-II was 
starting to get nervous, which was a rare thing to occur. 

Without a sound, the blue orbs parted to allow a set of lime green 
ones, with irises this time, to pass by them. 

"A commander of sorts?" Six questioned. Mark's grip on his shotgun 
tightened just a bit. 

"Aye." He answered. "And these things aren't Kig-Yar, either." 

What emerged from the shadows was what some might call an 
abomination. Standing just under two meters tall, it was a quadruped 
that was completely encased in a nearly pitch-black exoskeleton, save 
for a pair of wings that looked mangled beyond operation. There were 
holes in it's legs, to the point where it would be almost impossible 
to walk normally. Two inch fangs glistened in the light that was 



generated by the SPARTAN-II's helmet light as it opened it's 
mouth . 


"0'U...0§ U©Ui U1030auCE0“0Y" Both SPARTANs blinked, before Mark 
sighed . 

"Did you understand that, at all?" He questioned Six, who shook her 
head. "Figures.." 

"IceI€Ii,I • Ik2l± IV4IP " Six tried, but got a 

blank look from the insect thing. "Was worth a shot, I guess." She 
muttered, before looking up slightly at the older SPARTAN. "Got any 
other ideas?" 

"Ich erwarte nicht, dass sie das verstehen." Mark stated. As he 
expected, the creature didn't understand him. "Well there went my 
attempt." He shrugged, before rolling his shoulders. 

"U...Ut UtU...UCE 0“0§UtU... 0<:UtUtUf 0”Uf 0'U...0§ Uf0303Ut0"0CE 0§U...0§ 
0'0§UCE0“ 0'U...0§ U...UCE 03U^0§UtUCE0“ 0"Uf U...0§ U©U...U© U©Ut0" . " The 
creature said something again, causing both SPARTANs to look at 
it . 

"It sounded... almost desperate?" Six questioned in confusion. 

"We should help them." Mark stated, causing her to swivel to look at 
him with a bit of fury. 

"They could be with the Covenant!" She exclaimed, her outburst 
startling the older of the two along with the creature. 

"If they are, then why haven't we been attacked?" Mark calmly said, 
despite the glare he was receiving from Six. "And where are the 
plasma based weaponry? I don't know about you, but I noticed that 
they're toting around _spears_. As soon as their commander, or 
whatever, stepped from the darkness, no less than twenty spears 
started pointing at us." 

Six stepped back a bit and blinked. She hadn't considered the 
possibility of the creature having some sort of back-up, even though 
she was trained to expect anything. Or that an alien was possibly not 
under the Covenant's union. 

"I... I didn't think of that." She muttered, sighing. "I apologize, 
sir. I'll let you take command of this operation." Behind his helmet, 
Mark frowned a bit before stepping forward and placing a hand on her 
shoulder. He patted her shoulder with his biological hand before 
stepping back to where he was before. 

"We just came from a war. Six." Mark said. "I can forget that little 
outburst, if you wish." She nodded, before turning to the 
creature . 

"Alright, sir." She sighed, feeling a bit humiliated, but also 
knowing that she should have a better grip on her emotions. 

"I know how you're feeling. Six." Mark commented after he had to mime 
out that they would follow the leader, and the two of them were 
slowly following. "Hell, a part of my mind is still telling me to 
blast a hole in the back of this thing's head." 



"I know." She sighed, slightly changing her grip on her rifle. 


They walked in silence, mostly because neither of them could 
communicate with the alien that was leading them, but also because 
they needed a little time to finish sorting out their 
situation . 

_Lets see..._ Mark thought to himself, glancing out of the side of 
his small visor and over at Six. _The two of us are on an entirely 
new world, with our weapons at max capacity, and we don't know the 
local language, though I'm starting to suspect that it's an ancient 
version of Persian or something. Ninety rounds for my DMR, 70 shells 
for my shotgun, 200 rounds for my M6C, a kukri, and a fully charged 
energy sword. Not enough to take down a Super Carrier, but I can deal 
major damage with what I have._ 

"What's the plan?" Six suddenly asked, causing Mark to turn his head 
slightly towards her. 

"Figure out what they need help with, and if it's not against the 
UNSC, we might help them." He answered. "If we can't, then politely 
decline. If they force us to do it, kill them." 

"So, everything we weren't trained to do?" Six questioned, half 
sarcastically. 

"Pretty much." Mark nodded and they resumed walking in silence. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>After ten minutes of silence, the three (and not so discreet 
soldiers behind them) walked out of the tunnel and into an expansive 
cavern . <p> 

"Damn..." Six let out a small whistle that went unheard by her 
escorts . 

"Almost as beautiful as Earth." Mark commented. "Almost. Nothing's 
ever gonna be as beautiful as her." 

What the SPARTANs were viewing was what most would consider an 
underground haven. At their current position in the cavern, the walls 
were a semi-smooth, black rock, but not to the point where they 
couldn't find handholds. Out of some of these handholds were 
luminescent mushrooms that glowed a dull purple, casting eerie 
shadows where their light faded. The steady rise in the ceiling was 
punctuated by gigantic stalagmites that were riddled with holes, and 
small shapes darted in between them. 

In front of them was an underground lake that appeared to be almost 
five hundred meters across, and if one looked down into it, they 
wouldn't be able to see the bottom, even though the water was crystal 
clear and illuminated by aquatic mushrooms and tiny, glowing fish 
darting every which way. 

"We're in their hive." Six stated, before frowning. "If this thing 
wants us up there, how the hell are we going to get up there? That 
jetpack on your back won't carry both of us." 



"I think there's a path over on the other side of the cavern that 
leads up." Blinking, Six strained to see across the vast stretch of 
barren rock, but couldn't see the other end. 

"How the hell?" 

"EOD helmet has better optics than your standard Recon, Six." Mark 
tapped her head lightly. "Its not perfect, but I can make out what 
appears to be a dirt path going upwards." Six muttered something in 
Greek, and Mark pretended that he didn't hear it. Not like he could 
understand Greek, as the only other language he bothered to learn was 
German. Something about it being one of the main languages spoken on 
Skopje . 

"Right." She sighed, before the creature lead them around the lake, 
heading towards the path Mark had spotted. Mark, curious as to what 
type of fish lived in the lake, peered down into the depths as they 
walked . 

While he was watching, some of the glowing fish lower down suddenly 
went dark. Mark noticed that the water in that area had some minute 
thrashing, so he knew that a bigger fish had gotten to them. 

"Well, we have a food source if we're in this cavern for a long 
amount of time." Mark told Six. "Do you know how to fish?" He didn't 
mean fishing with a line. 

"Of course." Six replied, knowing what he meant. And she was glad 
that it was hard to get through a SPARTAN ' s armor with anything but 
an energy sword. Or a MAC round, which would, more than likely, 
simply crush the SPARTAN. "Just hope your instincts aren't wrong 
about this creature, Mark..." She muttered, trigger finger 
twitching . 


5. Help 

**Author's Note: Bueno, sA© que has estado esperando demasiado 
maldito mucho tiempo en este capA-tulo para salir. Me he metido de 
nuevo en el ritmo de las cosas, y deberA-a estar actualizando esta 
vez cada pocas semanas . Teniendo en cuenta que el lado ODST es una 
historia por sA- mismo, que va a ser puesto en diferentes documentos 
en mi equipo, asA- que no duele a mA- mismo. TambiA©n, usted 
necesitarA; traductor Google para esta nota. ; ) 

><strong> 

"So, what you're telling me, is that you and Fleetfoot have stumbled 
across a new race out in the Badlands." Spitfire recapped while 
staring across her desk at a slightly sweaty Soarin. While most 
ponies would simply dismiss the claims as a hallucination due to the 
unchecked heat. Spitfire knew better than to ignore things like 
this . 

"That's correct, ma'am." He replied. "Seven unknown beings riding a 
large, metallic thing that is way too advanced for it to be from 
anypony on the planet." 


"So, you're telling me that you two ran across aliens." She leaned 
back a bit. "Do you have any idea how ridiculous this sounds?" 



"Yes ma'am," Soarin started, "but I also know that you know I'm not 
lying." She nodded in confirmation. "What should we do?" 

"We need to inform the princesses, and establish first contact with 
them." Spitfire said after a moment. "We're not diplomats... but 
right now we don't have any other choice. Go get some rest, Soarin, 
you'll need it if things go sour." 

"But..." He started, but never got the rest of his sentence 
out . 

"She'll be fine, Soarin. Fleetfoot's a capable mare, she can handle 
herself if need be." Spitfire said in a softer tone. Soarin slowly 
nodded, and as he turned to walk out of Spitfire's office, a 
breathless Fleetfoot pushed open the door and gave a weak 
salute . 

"Captain, I trust that Soarin has already informed you?" She got out 
after a moment, coming into the room and standing next to the 
stallion. "One of them, a 'Frank', needs medical attention 
immediately." Spitfire stood up at that. 

"What's wrong with this Frank?" She asked. "And they can communicate 
with us?" 

"One of them can, the rest don't speak Equish... He said that Frank 
has a severely broken leg and needs it fixed as soon as possible, or 
they'll have to remove it to save his life." She explained. 

"Very well. Get a medical team out and lead them to the visitors. How 
far away are they?" 

"I left them when they were 200 miles to the east, and their machine, 
called a 'Scorpion', moves at around 60 miles in an hour, ma'am." 
Fleetfoot explained. 

"Thank you, Fleetfoot. You're dismissed." The mare saluted and walked 
out to go find the medical teams, while Soarin turned back to his 
commander. "See? I told you that she could handle herself. Now, you 
should really go get some sleep, okay?" 

"Yeah.. I should..." Soarin sighed after a moment, before saluting 
Spitfire. "Wake me up when they arrive, please?" 

"You're one of the only ponies here who knows anything about them, 
Soarin. Of course." Spitfire nodded before shooing him away. "Now... 
where did I put my parchment?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Incoming bogies, 12 o'clock!" Chatner called out, staring up 
into the air. "It's our blue friend and some gold and white 
ones . "<p> 

"Help's arrived..." Drumms muttered, before standing up. "Frank, stop 
the tank." That nearly turned out to be the wrong position to be in 
on a tank going 60 miles an hour, but he managed to stay 
standing . 

"Calvin, help me move him." Zed said, standing up and picking Allan 



up a bit at the shoulders. "Be very careful with his leg, now." 

Calvin nodded and hopped off, before holding onto his legs and 
lifting up. Together, the two moved him off the tank in time for the 
pegasuses to land, a small group pulling a chariot of all things 
behind them. 

"You could have said something about the chariot, Chatner." I 
commented as the two maneuvered Allan into the back of the 
vehicle . 

"Yeah yeah..." Chatner waved me off. Frank, meanwhile, was climbing 
out of the cockpit to start translating. 

"Hola de nuevo, Fleetfoot. (Hello again, Fleetfoot.)" He held out his 
hand in greeting. She placed her hoof into his palm, causing to wrap 
his fingers around it and give her a firm handshake. Once releasing 
the hoof, she stared at it for a few seconds, before shaking her head 
and placing it on the ground. 

"Lieutenant, I'm requesting to go with Allan and oversee his 
condition." Zed said, standing next to us with his supplies already 
slung over his shoulder. I looked to the medical officer, ignoring 
the Spanish pleasantries. 

"You don't need to request that, even formally. Zed." Drumms 
answered. "Make sure the kid survives, will you? We need all the 
manpower we can get until the UNSC finds us." 

_If they find us._ I silently thought. _We ARE on an unknown planet, 
after all. For all we know, the Covenant have taken the planet and 
these pegasuses are luring us into a trap._ 

"Good luck with Allan, and yourself." The two shook, before Zed 
jogged off to get in with Allan. After a few minutes of talking, the 
pegasuses took off with Frank on board as well, and we idled around 
for a few minutes, confused as to how the chariot didn't dump the 
three out . 

"I'm getting too old for this..." I muttered, before hopping onto the 
tank. "When 're we moving out?" 

"In five, Sargent." Drumms answered. "Take a stretch break, we have 
the time now. Chatner, you're driving." 

"Aye, sir ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Hey Fleetfoot, what are they?" Corporal Swift Wing questioned of 
the mare as he flew overhead. Fleetfoot looked back at the chariot, 
observing how the conscious ones were looking over the injured one 
constantly, as if there was something they could do with just their 
eyes . <p> 

"The translator, Frank, said that their species was _Humana_. A word 
that we don't have." She replied after a moment. "And they're not 
from this planet." 


"So, you're saying that there's life out there?" Wing blinked, 
looking up at the sky for a split second. "That's really hard to 



believe . . . 


"Believe it or not, it's true corporal." Fleetfoot said before going 
silent. The trip was pretty uneventful, until the escort neared 
Apploosa, when one of the awake ones stood up and looked over the 
side. Then the two looked at each other intently. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Switch on comms . " Frank said into his microphone, opening up a 
private link to Zed's helmet so the flying horses wouldn't hear 
them . <p> 

"So, what do you think of them?" Zed asked once he did the 
same . 

"Colorful, a bit cute. Likely just want to help us, but might be with 
the Covenant." Frank said after a moment. "Pretty damn unlikely 
though, since they speak Spanish." 

"All the latin classes in the world won't help me here..." Zed 
sighed, rubbing his visor a bit. "Unless it's a bit like old Earth 
here, and most of the world uses separate languages to communicate 
between themselves, but what are the damn odds of that?" 

"What'd you see over the side?" Frank asked after a moment, changing 
the subject. 

"Farming community, with what looks like a military complex a few 
miles past the orchards. Looks like they're growing apples down 
there." Zed stated. Standing up, Frank got a good look at the 
settlement down there. 

"What the hell? Those creatures aren't horses." Frank mumbled, 
causing Zed to look again. Galloping through the orchards was a herd 
of big, brown quadrupeds, wearing some sort of decorations on their 
heads . 

"Hey Fleetfoot, Ai,cuA;les son esos? (Hey Fleetfoot, what are those?)" 
Frank called out, pointing down at the herd. The pegasus looked down 
for a moment, before looking back at him. 

"Es la tribu de bA°falos locales, predicar con el Jefe del trueno 
Cascos. Usted nunca ha visto un bA°falo? (It's the local buffalo 
tribe, lead by Chief Thunder Hooves. You've never seen a buffalo?)" 
She explained. 

"No, no lo hemos hecho. Ai,Son capaces de hablar? (No, we haven't. Are 
they able to speak?)" Erank asked, looking back down at 
them . 

"Tienen el mismo idioma que hacemos, sA^lo diferentes acentos. Ai,Por 
quA©? (They have the same language we do, just different accents. 
Why?)" Shrugging, Erank sat back down, ending the 
conversation . 

"Well?" Asked Zed, who was checking on Allan again. 


"They're sapient, species is apparently buffalo, a whole tribe of 
them. They can speak english, so communicat ion will be easy." Erank 



explained, sighing a bit. 


"A tribe... like the American Indians had?" 

"Pretty sure. Or something else entirely, but they just call them 
tribes. Could be one hell of a family." 

"Well, you'll find out sooner or later. Looks like we're beginning to 
land." With a bit of a sigh, both ODSTs prepared to disembark with 
their injured comrade. 


End 
f ile . 



